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Song 

Christina Rossetti 



When I am dead, my dearest, 

Sing no sad songs for me; 

Plant thou no roses at my head. 
Nor shady cypress tree: 

Be the green grass above me 
With showers and dewdrops wet; 
And if thou wilt, remember. 

And if thou wilt, forget. 

I shall not see the shadows, 

I shall not feel the rain; 

I shall not hear the nightingale 
Sing on, as if in pain: 

And dreaming through the twilight 
That doth not rise nor set. 

Haply I may remember. 

And haply may forget. 








Loneliness 

Katherine Mansfield 



Now it is Loneliness who comes at night 
Instead of Sleep, to sit beside my bed. 

Like a tired child I lie and wait her tread, 

I watch her softly blowing out the light. 
Motionless sitting, neither left or right 
She turns, and weary, weary droops her head. 
She, too, is old; she, too, has fought the fight. 
So, with the laurel she is garlanded. 
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Through the sad dark the slowly ebbing tide 
Breaks on a barren shore, unsatisfied. 

A strange wind fiows... then silence. I am fain 
To turn to Loneliness, to take her hand. 

Cling to her, waiting, till the barren land 
Fills with the dreadful monotone of rain. 









Rid of Effulgence 

Virginia Woolf 



I see the moon - flickering, broken 

leaning against 

the sky - and am afraid. 

I am a girl among men and women 
robed in beauty but 
without faces. Their tongues 
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cut; I am derided. Is there an end 
to these knives? I lie 
I stammer, I am on the verge 
of twitching. 




I am composed of scorched sea 
foam and Are. 

I am like a ribbon of weed. 

When will I be 
flung to the uttermost 
edge of the world? 












Nameless Pain 

Elizabeth Drew Barstow Stoddard 

I should be happy with my lot: 

A wife and mother - is it not 
Enough for me to be content? 

What other blessing could be sent? 

A quiet house, and homely ways, 
That make each day like other days; 
I only see Time’s shadow now 
Darken the hair on baby’s brow! 





No world’s work ever comes to me. 
No beggar brings his misery; 

I have no power, no healing art 
With bruised soul or broken heart. 

I read the poets of the age, 

’Tis lotus-eating in a cage; 

I study Art, but Art is dead 
To one who clamors to be fed 



With milk from Nature’s rugged breast. 
Who longs for Labor’s lusty rest. 

O foolish wish! I still should pine 
If any other lot were mine. 








Time Does Not Bring Relief (Sonnet II) 

Edna St. Vincent Millay 


Time does not bring relief; you all have lied 
Who told me time would ease me of my pain! 

I miss him in the weeping of the rain; 

I want him at the shrinking of the tide; 

The old snows melt from every mountain-side, 
And last year’s leaves are smoke in every lane; 
But last year’s bitter loving must remain 
Heaped on my heart, and my old thoughts abide. 
There are a hundred places where I fear 
To go, - so with his memory they brim. 

And entering with relief some quiet place 
Where never fell his foot or shone his face 
I say, “There is no memory of him here!” 

And so stand stricken, so remembering him. 
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Morning In Constantinople 

Victoria Mary Sackville-West 

She has an early morning of her own, 

A blending of the mist and sea and sun 
Into an undistinguishable one, 

And Saint Sophia, from her lordly throne 

Rises above the opalescent cloud, 

A shadowy dome and soaring minaret 
Visable though the base be hidden yet 
Beneath the veiling wreaths of milky shroud. 

As some dark Turkish beauty haughtily 
Glances above the yashmak’s snowy fold. 
Beyond StambouTs long stretch, a bar of gold 
Falls from the sun across the distant sea. 






Home 

Anne Bronte 

How brightly glistening in the sun 
The woodland ivy plays! 

While yonder beeches from their barks 
Reflect his silver rays. 

That sun surveys a lovely scene 
From softly smiling skies; 

And wildly through unnumbered trees 
The wind of winter sighs: 



Now loud, it thunders o’er my head, 
And now in distance dies. 

But give me back my barren hills 
Where colder breezes rise; 





Where scarce the scattered, stunted trees 
Can yield an answering swell. 

But where a wilderness of heath 
Returns the sound as well. 

For yonder garden, fair and wide. 

With groves of evergreen. 

Long winding walks, and borders trim. 
And velvet lawns between; 

Though all around this mansion high 
Invites the foot to roam. 

And though its halls are fair within - 
Oh, give me back my home! 













The Rainbow 

Christina Rossetti 

Boats sail on the rivers, 

And ships sail on the seas; 

But clouds that sail across the sky 
Are prettier than these. 

There are bridges on the rivers, 

As pretty as you please; 

But the bow that bridges heaven. 
And overtops the trees. 

And builds a road from earth to sky. 
Is prettier far than these. 
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Harvest Time 

Emily Pauline Johnson 

Pillowed and hushed on the silent plain, 

Wrapped in her mantle of golden grain, 

Wearied of pleasuring weeks away. 

Summer is lying asleep to-day,- 

Where winds come sweet from the wild-rose briers 
And the smoke of the far-off prairie fires; 

Yellow her hair as the goldenrod. 

And brown her cheeks as the prairie sod; 

Purple her eyes as the mists that dream 

At the edge of some laggard sun-drowned stream; 

But over their depths the lashes sweep. 

For Summer is lying to-day asleep. 

The north wind kisses her rosy mouth. 

His rival frowns in the far-off south. 

And comes caressing her sunburnt cheek. 

And Summer awakes for one short week,- 

Awakes and gathers her wealth of grain. 

Then sleeps and dreams for a year again. 
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A Birthday 

Christina Rossetti 

My heart is like a singing bird 
Whose nest is in a water’d shoot; 

My heart is like an apple-tree 
Whose boughs are bent with thickset fruit; 
My heart is like a rainbow shell 
That paddles in a halcyon sea; 

My heart is gladder than all these 
Because my love is come to me. 

Raise me a dais of silk and down; 

Hang it with vair and purple dyes; 

Carve it in doves and pomegranates, 

And peacocks with a hundred eyes; 

Work it in gold and silver grapes, 

In leaves and silver fleurs-de-lys; 

Because the birthday of my life 
Is come, my love is come to me. 













Wild nights - Wild nights! 
Were I with thee 
Wild nights should be 
Our luxury! 


Futile - the winds - 
To a Heart in port - 
Done with the Compass - 
Done with the Chart! 




Wild nights 

Emily Dickinson 


Rowing in Eden - 
Ah - the Sea! 

Might I but moor - tonight - 
In thee! 



Medusa 

Louise Bogan 
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I had come to the house, in a cave of trees, 
Facing a sheer sky. 

Everything moved, - a bell hung ready to strike. 
Sun and reflection wheeled by. 


When the bare eyes were before me 
And the hissing hair. 

Held up at a window, seen through a door. 

The stiff bald eyes, the serpents on the forehead 
Formed in the air. 

This is a dead scene forever now. 

Nothing will ever stir. 

The end will never brighten it more than this. 
Nor the rain blur. 



The water will always fall, and will not fall. 

And the tipped bell make no sound. 

The grass will always be growing for hay 
Deep on the ground. 

And I shall stand here like a shadow 
Under the great balanced day. 

My eyes on the yellow dust, that was lifting in the wind. 
And does not drift away. 










Untitled 

Emily Bronte 

f What winter floods, what showers of spring 
Have drenched the grass by night and day; 
And yet, beneath, that spectre ring. 
Unmoved and undiscovered lay 




A mute remembrancer of crime. 

Long lost, concealed, forgot for years. 
It comes at last to cancel time. 



Life 

Charlotte Bronte 

Life, believe, is not a dream 
So dark as sages say; 

Oft a little morning rain 
Foretells a pleasant day. 

Sometimes there are clouds of gloom. 
But these are transient all; 

If the shower will make the roses bloom, 
O why lament its fall? 

Rapidly, merrily. 

Life’s sunny hours flit by. 

Gratefully, cheerily 
Enjoy them as they fly! 

What though Death at times steps in. 
And calls our Best away? 

What though sorrow seems to win. 

O’er hope, a heavy sway? 

Yet Hope again elastic springs. 
Unconquered, though she fell; 

Still buoyant are her golden wings. 

Still strong to bear us well. 

Manfully, fearlessly. 

The day of trial bear. 

For gloriously, victoriously. 

Can courage quell despair! 


Winter Stars 

Sara Teasdale 



I went out at night alone; 

The young blood flowing beyond the sea 
Seemed to have drenched my spirit’s wings- 
I bore my sorrow heavily. 


But when I lifted up my head 
From shadows shaken on the snow, 
I saw Orion in the east 
Bum steadily as long ago. 



From windows in my father’s house, 
Dreaming my dreams on winter nights, 
I watched Orion as a girl 
Above another city’s lights. 
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Years go, dreams go, and youth goes too. 
The world’s heart breaks beneath its wars. 
All things are changed, save in the east 
The faithful beauty of the stars. 



A Light Exists in Spring 

Emily Dickinson ^ 



A Light exists in Spring 
Not present on the Year 
At any other period - 
When March is scarcely here 

A Color stands abroad 
On Solitary Fields 
That Science cannot overtake 
But Human Nature feels. 


It waits upon the Lawn, 

It shows the furthest Tree 
Upon the furthest Slope you know 
It almost speaks to you. 



en as Horizons step 
oons report away 
out the Formula of sound 
Ipasses and we stay - 


A quality of loss 
Affecting our Content 
As Trade had suddenly encroached 
Upon a Sacrament. 
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Fairy Song 

Louisa May Alcott 


The moonlight fades from flower and rose 
And the stars dim one by one; 

The tale is told, the song is sung, 

And the Fairy feast is done. 

The night-wind rocks the sleeping flowers. 
And sings to them, soft and low. 

The early birds erelong will wake: 

‘T is time for the Elves to go. 


From bird, and blossom, and bee. 

We learn the lessons they teach; 

And seek, by kindly deeds, to win 
A loving friend in each. 

And though unseen on earth we dwell. 
Sweet voices whisper low. 

And gentle hearts most joyously greet 
The Elves where’er they go. 




When next we meet in the Fairy dell. 
May the silver moon’s soft light 
Shine then on faces gay as now. 

And Elfln hearts as light. 

Now spread each wing, for the eastern 
With sunlight soon shall glow. 

The morning star shall light us home: 
Farewell! for the Elves must go. 



Hove Do I Love Thee? 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning 

How do I love thee? Let me count the ways. 

I love thee to the depth and breadth and height 
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight 
For the ends of being and ideal grace. 

I love thee to the level of every day’s 
Most quiet need, by sun and candlelight. 

I love thee freely, as men strive for right; 

I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise. 

I love with a passion put to use 
In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith. 
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose 
With my lost saints, I love thee with the breath. 
Smiles, tears, of all my life! and, if God choose, 
I shall but love thee better after death. 



Music 

Bessie Rayner Parkes 







Sweet melody amidst the moving spheres 
Breaks forth, a solemn and entrancing sound, 
A harmony whereof the earth’s green hills 
Give but the faintest echo; yet is there 
A music everywhere, and concert sweet! 

All birds which sing amidst the forest deep 
Till the flowers listen with unfolded bells; 

All winds that murmur over summer grass. 
Or curl the waves upon the pebbly shore; 
Chiefly all earnest human voices rais’d 
In charity and for the cause of truth. 

Mingle together in one sacred chord. 

And float, a grateful incense, up to God. 
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I Love You 

Ella Wheeler Wilcox 

I love your lips when they’re wet with wine 
And red with a wild desire; 

I love your eyes when the lovelight lies 
Lit with a passionate fire. 

I love your arms when the warm white flesh 
Touches mine in a fond embrace; 

I love your hair when the strands enmesh 
Your kisses against my face. 

Not for me the cold, calm kiss 
Of a virgin’s bloodless love; 

Not for me the saint’s white bliss, 

Nor the heart of a spotless dove. 

But give me the love that so freely gives 
And laughs at the whole world’s blame. 

With your body so young and warm in my arms, 
it sets my poor heart aflame. 






So kiss me sweet with your warm wet mouth. 
Still fragrant with ruby wine. 

And say with a fervor bom of the South 
That your body and soul are mine. 

Clasp me close in your warm young arms. 
While the pale stars shine above. 

And we’ll live our whole young lives away 
In the joys of a living love. 









